GENEVA

SIR ORPHEUS. What! Nobody but ourselves! Dont
they admit the public?

THE SECRETARY. The public is not interested, it
seems.

BEGO NIA. One free lance journalist looked in; but she
went away when she found there was nothing doing.

THE BETROTHED. The doors are open all right. All
are affectionately invited.

SIR ORPHEUS (seating himself next Begonia). But what
a dreadful fiasco for our friend the judge! I warned
him that this might happen. I told him to send special
invitations to the press, and cards to all the leading
people and foreign visitors. And here! not a soul ex-
cept ourselves! All Europe will laugh at him.

THE SECRETARY. Yes; but if the affair is going to
be a fiasco the fewer people there are to witness it the
better.

BEGONIA, After all3 theres more than half a dozen
of us. Quite a distinguished audience I call it. Re-
member, you are the Foreign Secretary, Nunky. You
are an honorable, Billikins. And Fm not exactly a
nobody.

THE BETROTHED (kissing her hand] My ownest and
bestest, you are a Dame of the British Empire. The
Camberwell Times has celebrated your birthday by a
poem hailing you as the Lily of Geneva; but on this
occasion only, you are not the centre of European
interest. The stupendous and colossal joke of the pre-
sent proceedings is that this court has summoned all
the dictators to appear before it and answer charges
brought against them by the Toms, Dicks, Harriets,
Susans and Elizas of all nations.
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